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"But with onr tattling," added Bertha, ce it is growing very
late; we must go to sleep."

She rose, and proceeded to her chamber; Walther, with a
kiss of her hand, wished her good-night, saying: " Many thanks,
noble lady; I can well figure you beside your singing bird, and
how you fed poor little StroJwiian."

Walther likewise went to sleep; Eckbert alone still walked
in a restless humour up and down the room. " Are not men
fools ?" said he at last: " I myself occasioned this recital of my
wife's history, and now such confidence appears to me improper!
"Will he not abuse it ? Will he not communicate the secret to
others ? Will he not, for such is human nature, cast unblessed
thoughts on our jewels, and form pretexts and lay plans to get
possession of them ?"

It now occurred to his mind that Walther had not taken leave
of him so cordially as might have been expected after such a mark
of trust: the soul once set upon suspicion finds in every trifle
something to confirm it. Eckbert, on the other hand, reproached
himself for such ignoble feelings to his worthy friend; yet still
he could not cast them out. All night he plagued himself with
such uneasy thoughts, and got very little sleep.

Bertha was unwell next day, and could not come to break-
fast ; Walther did not seem to trouble himself much about her
illness, but left her husband also rather coolly. Eckbert could
not comprehend such conduct; he went to see his wife, and found
her in a feverish state ; she said her last night's story must have
agitated her.

From that day, Walther visited the castle of his friend but
seldom; and when he did appear, it was but to say a few un-
meaning words and then depart. Eckbert was exceedingly dis-
tressed by this demeanour : to Bertha or Walther he indeed said
nothing of it; but to any person his internal disquietude was
visible enough.

Bertha's sickness wore an aspect more and more serious; the
Doctor grew alarmed; the red had vanished from his patient's
cheeks, and her eyes were becoming more and more inflamed.
One morning she sent for her husband to her bedside; the nurses
were ordered to withdraw.

" Dear Eckbert," she began, " I must disclose a secret to
thee, which has almost taken away my senses, which is ruining
my health, unimportant trifle as it may appear. Thou mayest.